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Disclaimer: Story not true, no harm intended. But | did get the idea after reading Cyrinda Foxe- Tyler's "Dream 
On: Livin’ on the Edge with Steven Tyler and Aerosmith". 
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Seven inches. Seven..inches. Who the fuck does that bitch think she is? People just don't do that! Can you 
imagine the utter chaos of the world if every wife decided to go around telling the world just how big her ex- 
husband's dick was? Pandemonium. The second Dark Age. 


Thank God | managed to stop her from putting those nude photos of me in her book. | mean, for Christ's sake, 
what about my privacy? Bitch always did think she was a princess. Tell me, who the fuck really has a clue who 
"Cyrinda Foxe" was? What, three people? But say "Steven Tyler," on the other hand, and we're talking instant 


recognition. 


| think the whole book should have been blocked. She's going around spreading all this shit, and | have to answer 
for it. And | never, never hit her. At least..! can't..remember hitting her. Maybe that does bother me a litle. 
The not remembering. Wondering. What if | did? Fuck. | was out of my mind ninety-nine percent of the time, 
and so was she. How should | know what | did or didn't do? 


And seven really doesn't sound very long, does it? | mean, I'm at least eight. More like nine, really. Yeah, at 


least nine. 
"You're thinking about it again" 


Arms circle me from behind, and | lean into them. Thank God for Joe. Without him, I'd have relapsed a 
thousand times more often, would probably have died. But | scowl. "How do you know what I'm thinking about?" 


"You look pissed and you're glaring at your dick in the mirror." 


He leans over her shoulder, and | can see his reflection, can see his lips twitch. Cyrinda might have been a vain 
bitch, but | swear to God, Joe's the most arrogant mother-fucker to ever walk the planet. "It's more like eight, 


though, isn't it?" 

He eyes me through the glass, and shrugs. 

"Fuck, you're a lot of help." 

“Sure, Steven, it's more like eight" 

"Fucker." 

"Huh." He kisses the side of my neck, and | turn my head to the side, giving him better access. But | keep 
watching him in the mirror. He doesn't look like he's in his fifties. Why do I? Do | age so badly. Cyrinda 


apparently thought so. Damn her and her book. Maybe | do want to be young. What's wrong with that? 


"Fine." Exasperated, Joe raises his head and lets go of me. "See you later, when you're ready to notice that l'm 


here." 


"What? Hey, where do you think you're going?" | reach out and grab a handful of his hair, keeping him close. 
"Don't be such a bitch." 


Black eyebrows arch. "Oh, I'm a bitch now?" 
"Yeah. C'mere." | pull him down, kiss him firmly. "Ill pay attention, | promise." 


He doesn't answer, just makes a sort of growling sound, and takes over the kiss. 


It never felt this special with Cyrinda. She was hot, gorgeous, and a fucking princess, but she never felt like 
she was really mine. | need that, need to feel like the person with me is devoted completely to me. Maybe l'm 
greedy. With Cyrinda, there was always this mental boundary, one that | think | erected What was | supposed 
to do? She was always talking about Andy Warhol, and all her old friends, and how she screwed Bowie. | don't 
think she ever took me seriously, not like she did Bowie. | was just a kid to her, somebody with talent, but still 
playing dress-up with my rags. 


It's different with Joe. He's been with a shitload of women, been married twice. He's fucked playboy models, he 
fucked that peroxide blond piece of ass from Mötley Crüe. But he always comes back to me. And he bottoms 
for me. | know he prefers to be in charge, but he lets me lead once in a while. No one else. Just me. | love him 
for that. 

Fuck, did | just say that? Yeah, whatever. 

But that damn book won't get out of my head. 

| push Joe back, just enough so that | can see his dark eyes. "Do you think I'm good with kids?" 

For a minute, he looks surprised. Then caution crosses his face. "Sure." 


My eyes go to slits. "What, just because | don't want to take them to the park every fucking day?" 


"Steven" He looks as though he'll burst out laughing at any moment. "You're getting better. At least you don't 
stand there and look around for help when they jump on you." 


Its not my fault! They're like fucking dogs, Joe, jumping all the hell over me. | swear to God, they're rabid 
animals! What am | supposed to do?" | sober. "She wanted you. You knew, didn't you? She was always watching 


you. Did you want her, too?" 


He smiles, and slides his arms around my waist, pulling me close. "Steve, shut up. For one hour, shut up. Get 


rid of the rest of your clothes, and let me fuck you.” 


How can he be so calm? | want to know if he wanted to fuck my wife. | want to know if he wanted her more 
than he does me. 


He's kissing me again, long, wet kisses, leaving my mouth, running down my throat, down my bare chest, down 


low, lower... 
"Its at least nine inches when it's up though, right?" 
His mouth veers from the expected path, and | twitch in frustration He glares up at me. "If you don't shut up, 


l'm going to duct tape that big mouth shut, and get out the measuring tape. And believe me, you won't like the 


results.” 


| glower down at him, but say nothing. 
He goes down again, and | close my eyes, forcing myself to breathe slow and deep. 


Joe is the most arrogant, most self-centered, most headstrong fucker. But then so am |. Maybe we really are 


perfect for each other. 


And it's at least eight inches. 


